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Chapter | 


| just woke up with a pounding headache. | don't know the time since we didn't bother putting new batteries in 
the wall clock, but | guess its around seven The sun is setting. | don't even remember last night, but looks like 
I'm all alone. Steven is out of town for a couple of weeks. | got the place to myself but here | am sitting on 
the floor wearing the same stinky jeans I've worn for the past three days, hungover with no chick in my bed. 
Last night probably wasn't worth remembering. | let my head fall back against the matress and contemplate 
the mess that is my bedroom, wondering if | should clean up. An idea that is quickly brushed off when | spot a 
half empty Jim beam lying on a pile of dirty clothes. This is exactly what | needed, hair of the fucking dog. I'm 
gonna call todd, he's always up to something. Maybe | can join in on the fun. | grab the bottle and drag myself 
to the phone. | take a couple of swigs and pick up the receiver. No dial tone. Aw shit! Of course we didn't pay 
the fucking phone bill, we can barely make rent! 

There's probably a party going on right now at his place, so me and jim are gonna go for a walk, then we're 
gonna pick up my good ole friend jack on the way so | can catch up with todd and whoever's at his place. 
Sounds like a fucking plan. | reach inside my pocket and yank out a few dollar bills. Barely enough to buy sour 
straws. Looks like JD isn't coming to the party after all. A sigh escapes my lips and | let myself fall on the old 
battered sofa, crumpling the bills in my fist. Things used to be simple, back when | was a dinosaur. Now | gotta 
subsist, buy malboros, booze and drugs with my own money. Adulthood sucks. But now is no time to reflect on 


the past. | got fired from my job last week and | can't go back to Ola's, that's like admitting defeat. | did learn a 


pretty valuable life lesson though, showing up at work hungover is tolerated while showing up drunk will get 
you kicked out. 

| drag myself off the couch and head off to Todd's. I'll find a solution to my financial problem eventually, but 
not right now. Not tonight. 


| stand before a shabby building, double checking the adress Todd had scribbled on the back of my hand, 
before | finally step inside. This place smells like sulfur, the dark red paint is peeling off the walls and the 
rusty railing lies in several pieces underneath the staircase. | wipe the sweat off my face and try to compose 
myself. Its all cool, nothing to worry about. | climb the stairs up to the second floor, like Todd instructed, and 
knock on door 201. The door swings open, letting out a cloud of nicotine. There she is, leaning against the door 


frame, with her long black hair and bright red lipstick 


" Slash! “ Barbi enthusiastically -and uncharacteristically- throws an arm around my shoulder to pulls me 


inside. 


“Long time no see." 


Is she serious? | actually saw her two weeks ago. 


A couple of girls are sitting in the tiny living room, all made-up, dressed down and smoking. The blonde girl with 
the huge tits, the one wearing a pink satin robe, flashes me a grin. | smirk back at her and open my mouth 
just when barbie hisses at her and yanks me away, pushing me down the hall and inside a dark room. Why so 
rough all the time? | was gonna ask for a fucking malboro, that's alll What the.. There's a desk in there. 


“ Take a seat! “ she said motioning me to the chair as she sat down behind the desk. She hands a manila folder 


over to me. | actually have roll my eyes at this, how professional. 
" Don't open it. You sure you wanna do this? "| clear my throat and nod. Its not like | have any other options. 


" All right, just checking. There are a few rules. Don't hit on any of my girls, understood? “ 
| nod, fidgeting with my hands. | swear | only wanted a cigarette. 


" You must arrive at your appointment right on time. Not early or late, get it? some of them are 
businessmen, they have tight schedules. Never adress a client when you're not working or if they don't talk to 


you first. If you see them outside work, we expect you to act like you don't know them." 


she keeps rambling about being safe and shit like that, like it wasn't obvious. It's not like | want people, 
especially not my mom, to know about this. | rub my thighs and crack my neck. She reaches for my collar and 
yanks me towards her over the desk. | groan, taken aback by this sudden outburst of anger. 


" | swear to god slash, you better behave or I'll kick your ass! “ Barbi warns me, poking my chest with her 


claw-like nail. 


" See you next thursday at four! " 
She releases me and | dash out, trying to ignore the girl as | make my way out of the building. Well, looks like 


this one is gonna make an interesting story. 


Thursday. All week | dreaded thursday. The “training” as Barbi called it, turned out to be some random 
instructions, a few advices, a bottle of Jack and a swift kick in the ass. But here | am, in a black van, headed 
god knows where. | light yet another cigarette from the butt of the old one. | wish | could drink but she said | 
had to be sober tonight, which is probably the cause of my fucking headache. l'm wearing leather pants, a 
tight black T-shirt, a bowler hat and a pair of shades. I'm incognito and fresh out of the shower, may | add. | 
even washed my hair. With shampoo. I'm ready for this! 

It's half past eleven when the chauffeur drops me off in front of a club. 


Scantily clad ladies everywhere, fancy cocktails, aerosmith blasting through the speakers. What is this place! 
Paradise City, reads the neon signs. Behave, slash, you're here for business. Just follow the instructions she 


gave you. You're on a mission, fucker. 
| walk up to one of the doormen, hoping he won't card me. She said he wouldn't. 


“Excuse me? “ my voice sounds croaky. That bastard is huge. He crosses his arm and looks down at me like 
l'm just scum, a fucking junkie. Oh wait, | am. Never mind. | just lost all my confidence. What did | get myself 
into again? 


“Im Barbie's friend. “| manage to get out. There's a slight pause and | think he's gonna kick my ass. The gorilla 
nods, motioning for me to follow him inside, which | do half-heartedly. The place is crowded. Dim blue lights, 
mirror walls, expensive booze on the shelf behind the bar. classy joint. | wipe my sweaty palms on my T shirt 


and fish for a cigarette in my pocket. No light. Shit | mustve left it in the van 


King Kong leads me out the back of the bar and opens a huge metal door. He says something | can't hear over 
the noise, so | just nod. Whatever he says. | step into the dimly lit room and he slams the door close behind 
me. | take a quick look around. There's no one but me in here. Everything's black. The walls, the ceiling and even 
the furniture, safe for the white rug in the middle of the room. There's a crystal bottle filled with amber 
fluid and four glasses sitting on the coffee table. | kinda feel boxed in. | think I'll just lay down on this awesome 
black leather sofa, pour myself a glass of whatever this is - bourbon, whiskey, scotch - | don't care. | just 
need a drink. Or ten | fill the glass to the brim -Hey, at least I'm using a glass- prop my feet on the table and 
lay back. 


| don't know how long I've been waiting, probably less than I5 minutes, but I'm already feeling a little tipsy. | 
should pour myself another. 


" Making yourself comfortable, | see. "| jump and knock the bottle of bourbon - yeah, now I'm pretty sure it's 
bourbon- off the table and it spills on the white carpet. Good job, you fucking moron. | look up from my mess, 
squinting and trying to focus but my vision is blurry and it's so fucking dark in here. 


“Are you Mr. Isbell? " | ask. 


The silhouette steps out of the dark corner. Is this a joke? The boy barely looks old enough to be in here. He's 
dressed up in all leather. Actually it's just the tightest pants and a tiny vest. There are four strategically 
placed tattoos on his pale arms. He's slender but not too skinny, | can actually see his abs. He's.. delicate. That's 
a weird adjective to describe a guy. What really catches my eye is his long, straight red hair. It looks so soft, | 
bet it smells good. Ugh, what the fuck slash? Get these thoughts out of your fucking head. 


| must be staring because he frowns and circles around the couch, keeping his eyes on me like a feline on the 


prowl. 


" He's busy. Who are you? " His voice is even deeper now. Not what you would expect when you first see him. 


He straddles the armrest and lights himself a cigarette. 


" Slash! “| resist the urge to face palm myself. He smirks. At least | didn't give him my real name. | also didn't 
give him a fake name so | guess that evens things out. 


" And what are you doing here, Slash!" The way my name rolls off his tongue, It sounds foreign, dangerous. 
“| hmm.. l-l..." think fucker, think! 

" You're a whore, aren't you?” That fucking smirk again. His eyes are sparkling, but it's so dark in here and his 
pupils are so dilated | can't see their color. | wonder if he's still got some of what he took, I'd like to try that 
shit. 

“e-excuze m-me? “ fucking stutter! go away! 


" A prostitute.. “ He repeats slowly, like I'm fucking retarded. Fucking condescending bastard. 


" You suck dicks for a living. " he says matter-of-factly, bringing the cigarette to his pink lips. | guess now 


wouldn't be a good moment to ask for a drag. | need another drink, even if | need to suck it out of the carpet. 


" l'm not a prostitute, ok?" Woah, that came out whiny. This time he actually laughs, drawing closer to me, 
almost slithering like a fucking snake. I'm fucking paralyzed. | don't know what the hell is with this guy but didn't 
his parents teach him not to play with his food. He's almost lying on top of me, | can smell the cigarette and 


beer on his breath. Green His eyes are fucking green. There are a few almost invisible freckles on his nose and 


cheeks. My face is fucking burning, my heart's in my mouth. 

" Then what are you? And most importantly, what are you doing here? “ 

| choose to ignore the question, instead | close my eyes and inhale deeply. | need to calm down But then his 
smell gets stronger, like my sense are heightened. | open my eyes and gasp when | see his face just a few 
inches away from mine. 

“ Axl, leave the kid alone. “ 

| don't care who that is, he fucking saved me. The redhead, Axl, recoils but the look on his face never changes. 
" Fine! He's all yours. Fucking fags. “ He mutters as | watch him walk away. 

" there's a surprise for you in the backroom, ax. " 


“ The brunette calls over his shoulder after the redhead slams the door. He turns back to me. 


" You're Barbi's guy, aren't you? “ He doesn't wait for an answer, just throw something in my lap. | pick it up. 


Its a baggy. Enough to make it through the night. 


" Let me get you another drink. “ He offers. Free cocaine and booze? | think I'm gonna like this job. 


